268            THREE YEARS IX MANIPUR

We were always dead-tired. The hills
were very steep, and as we got nearer
Cachar the heat was intense during the
day, and the cold piercing at night. We
could only move very slowly, and with
caution, for we never knew when we might
be attacked. Pickets were posted all around
us on the hills at night, for the purpose of
keeping a look-out against the enemy.

We were fired at several times during the
march, but the Manipuris did not like the
look of a large party, and kept a respectful
distance, sometimes firing at us from such
a long way off that we did not take the
trouble to reply to it. And yet I was more
nervous and unstrung at this time than I
had been when the danger was really immi-
nent, and bullets coming fast. A stray shot
used to make my heart beat with terror, and
at last I got so nervous that whenever a
shot was fired my companions used to say
it was only a bamboo burning in the jungle
behind us.